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Ah yet, we cannot be kind to each other here for an

hour;
We whisper, and hint, and chuckle, and grin at a

brother's shame;
However we brave it out, we men are a little breed.

A monstrous eft was of old the Lord and Master of

Earth,
For him did his high sun flame, and his river billowing

ran,
And he felt himself in his force  to be Nature's

crowning race.
As nine months go to the shaping an infant ripe for

his birth,
So many a million of ages have gone to the making

of man:
He now is first, but is he the last ? is he not too

7
The man of science himself is fonder of glory, and

vain,
An eye well-practised in nature, a spirit bounded

and poor;
The passionate heart of the poet is whirl'd into folly

and vice.
I would not marvel at either, but keep a temperate

brain;
For not to desire or admire, if a man could learn it,

were more
Than to walk all day like the sultan of old in a

garden of spice.

For the drift of the Maker is dark., an Isis hid by
the veil.
Who knows the ways of the world, how God will
bring them about?